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THE THIRTY-FOURTH GEORGE ELIOT MEMORIAL LECTURE, 2005 
Delivered by Dr John Rignall 
GEORGE ELIOT AND WEIMAR: 'AN AFFINITY FOR WHAT THE WORLD 
CALLS "DULL PLACES'" 
One hundred and fIfty years ago this year, in June and July 1855, the future George Eliot 
published two articles in Fraser 's Magazine about her experiences in Weimar with G. H. Lewes 
between August and November 1854: 'Three Months in Weimar' and 'Liszt, Wagner, and 
Weimar'. When she had, seemingly out of the blue, left London with Lewes in July 1854 to 
start their life together, taking a steamer from St Katherine's dock to Antwerp, it was to Weimar 
that they were heading to collect material for the Life of Goethe that Lewes was writing. 
Known to most people in Britain simply as the place that Goethe had spent most of his life, 
Weimar was, and is, a small town in central Germany lying half way between Kassel in the 
West and Leipzig in the East. In those days it was the seat of the Dukes of Weimar (one of 
whom, KarlAugust, had been Goethe's patron and employer), and it was thus the capital of the 
little Duchy of Saxe-Weimar. This tiny state - if you travelled about twenty miles in any 
direction from the town of Weimar you would reach its borders - was one of the many 
principalities that made up Germany in the middle of the nineteenth century. The political 
unification of Germany under Prussia and Bismarck still lay a few years in the future, so that, 
when George Eliot and Lewes stayed there, Saxe-Weimar was still autonomous, a feudal, 
though enlightened and liberal, statelet under an hereditary ruler, with a court, a castle and 
other princely residences. To offer an English analogy, it was as though Rutland were a separate 
state with all the panoply of a monarchical system and Oakham as its capital. 
The two articles in Fraser's are based on George Eliot's 'Recollections of Weimar' in her 
journal - the only occasion I believe when she placed material from her journals in the public 
domain, even though the more intimate passages of the journal entry are omitted - and they are 
the only examples of what can be called travel-writing in the work that she published in her 
lifetime. It is a genre to which other writers, like Dickens and Thackeray, made significant 
contributions, but with this one exception George Eliot avoided it. She did, of course, write 
accounts in her journal of her later travels - to Berlin, Ilfracombe, Munich and Dresden, 
Normandy and Brittany, and Italy - but these remained private records of that process of self-
culture, of personal enlargement that she saw to be the principal aim of her journeys. As she 
puts it at the beginning of her 'Recollections of Italy. 1860', she had journeyed to Italy 'with 
the hope of the new elements it would bring to my culture', maintaining that '[t]ravelling can 
hardly be without a continual current of disappointment if the main object is not the 
enlargement of one's general life'.' Travel was for George Eliot a private business not an 
opportunity for the later public display of personal experience. Why, we may ask, was Weimar 
different? In the fIrst place her visit had a professional rather than a personal purpose: to collect 
material for Lewes's biography of Goethe, so that the two articles she wrote could be seen as 
related to his work and part of a shared project. But the exception that her published writing 
about Weimar represents can mainly be explained in fInancial terms: she and Lewes, setting out 
on their life together but still having to support Lewes's family, had to live off their writing, 
were quite hard up and needed to turn everything to account. The literary associations of 
Weimar with Goethe and Schiller were of particular assistance in this respect since they 
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provided the peg for articles addressed to a British audience at the time. But looking back from 
our vantage point, and for our purposes, it is not those associations but the relationship between 
the Weimar experience and George Eliot's own writing that is of primary interest, and it is that 
which I aim to explore here. 
In trying to sell the articles to Fraser's in a letter of February 1855, Lewes claimed that 
'Weimar is quite unvisited by English & has never been written about' .z That was not exactly 
true. Other writers had visited Weimar: Carlyle two years earlier in 1852, Henry Crabb 
Robinson, and Thackeray earlier than that; and Thackeray had famously written about the town 
in Vanity Fair, where it is appears thinly disguised as Pumpernickel (the two hotels in the 
fictional town, the Erbprinz and the Elephant, are Weimar's main hotels, still there when 
George Eliot and Lewes visited and indeed today). Thackeray had spent the winter of 1830-31 
there as a very young man of nineteen, notionally to improve his German. He had met Goethe 
and, when Lewes asked him to recall his experience there in the last years of Goethe's life, he 
remembered the town with manifest affection, as he demonstrates in the encomium with which 
he concludes his letter in reply to Lewes: 
With a five and twenty years' experience since those happy days of which I 
write [ ... ] I think I have never seen a society more simple, charitable, 
courteous, gentlemanlike than that of the dear little Saxon city, where the good 
Schiller and the great Goethe lived and lie buried.3 
That affection is visible in the portrait of Pumpernickel, though it is combined with ironic 
amusement at the grandiose pretensions and toy town actuality of the tiny principality, which, 
in his version, stretched ten miles in one direction and ten miles in the other. Here is 
Thackeray's version of Weimar: 
Pumpernickel stands in the midst of a happy valley, through which sparkles -
to mingle with the Rhine somewhere, but I have not the map at hand to say 
exactly at what point - the fertilising stream of the Pump. In some places the 
river is big enough to support a ferry-boat, in others to turn a mill; in 
Pumpernickel itself, the last transparency but three, the great and renowned 
Victor Aurelius XIV, built a magnificent bridge, on which his own statue rises, 
surrounded by water-nymphs and emblems of victory, peace and plenty; he has 
his foot on the neck of a prostrate Turk - history says that he engaged and ran 
a Janissary through the body at the relief of Vienna by Sobieski - but quite 
undisturbed by the agonies of that prostrate Mahometan, the prince smiles 
blandly, and points with his truncheon in the direction of the Aurelius Platz, 
where he began to erect a new palace that would have been the wonder of his 
age, had the great-souled prince but funds to complete it. But the completion of 
Monplaisir (Monblaisir the honest German folks call it) was stopped for lack 
of ready-money, and it and its park and garden are now in a rather faded 
condition, and not more than ten times big enough to accommodate the Court 
of the reigning sovereign. 
The gardens were arranged to emulate those of Versailles, and amidst the 
terraces and groves there are some huge allegorical waterworks still, which 
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spout and froth stupendously upon fete-days, and frighten one with their 
enonnous aquatic insurrections. [ ... ] Then from all the towns of the duchy, 
which stretches for nearly ten miles - from Bolkum, which lies on its Western 
frontier bidding defiance to Prussia, from Grogwitz where the prince has a 
hunting lodge, and where his dominions are separated by the Pump river from 
those of the neighbouring Prince of Potzenthal; from all the little villages, 
which besides these three great cities, dot over the happy principality - from 
the farms and mills along the Pump, come troops of people in red petticoats and 
velvet head-dresses, or with three-cornered hats and pipes in their mouths, who 
flock to the Residenz and share in the pleasures ofthe fair and festivities there.4 
Thackeray's affectionate mockery of this quaintly charming, comic-opera world betrays the 
almost inevitable condescension felt by the British traveller to Gennany in the middle years of 
the nineteenth century - condescension for a country that was politically, socially and 
economically backward in comparison with Britain, then at the height of its power. Divided 
into thirty-two principalities, some of them as tiny as, or even tinier than, the Duchy of Saxe-
Weimar, with no great capital city like London or Paris, nor any developed industrial capacity, 
Gennany seemed for the most part to preserve the lineaments of life as it was lived in the 
previous century. Travelling to Weimar seemed to involve going back in time to the days when 
people had, like the peasants in Thackeray's Pumpernickel, 'red petticoats and velvet head-
dresses, [ ... ] three-cornered hats and pipes in their mouths'. 
George Eliot's initial reaction to Weimar shares this superior awareness of Gennan 
backwardness and lack of refinement. The shops, some of them with no sign above them or 
even a name, are 'such as you would see in the back streets of a provincial English town, and 
the commodities on sale are often chalked on the door posts' (Journals, 218-9). The people, 
showing 'more than the usual heaviness of Germanity' , are positively bovine: 'even their stare 
is slow, like that of herbivorous quadrupeds' (219). And Gennans generally smoke too much, 
talk too loudly, and lack 'taste and politeness' (Journals, 258). After eight months in Gennany, 
'with its questionable meat, its stove-heated rooms and beds warranted not to tuck up' (257), 
George Eliot and Lewes were to return with some relief to the 'taste and quietude of a first-rate 
English hotel' when they reached Dover, remarking on the contrast 'with the heavy finery, the 
noise and the indiscriminate smoking of Gennan inns' (257-8). 
Weimar, like Pumpernickel, is then initially the object of condescending irony, and what strikes 
George Eliot most forcibly is how unlikely a setting for great literary achievement the town is: 
'How', she asks, 'could Goethe live here, in this dull, lifeless village?' (Journals, 219). Of 
course her experience in the next three months is to be anything but dull: this is a time of 
honeymoon happiness with Lewes and of fascinating new acquaintances like Franz Liszt. But 
her initial puzzled perception of an unlikely connection between a dull environment and great 
literature is a suggestive one. Later in her life, in 1872 when her own literary stature was 
assured, she and Lewes stopped briefly in Paris on their way home from another small Gennan 
town - Bad Homburg, where she had just written the finale to Middlemarch. They had made 
the mistake of taking the overnight train from Strasbourg and arrived in Paris with headaches 
and in low spirits, and, finding the press and pressure of the city unbearable, they fled North to 
Boulogne where, as she puts it in a letter to Mrs Cross, they tried 'to recover the sense of 
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benefit from our change, which forsook us on quitting old Germany'. She draws the conclusion 
that 'we have an affinity for what the world calls "dull places" and always prosper best in 
them' .5 Weimar is the fIrst of such 'dull' German places, and the most seminal. It is not simply 
that the quiet life these places afforded was conducive to creative work, although that certainly 
seems to have been the case (as it was later in Dresden as well as Bad Homburg, and in all those 
rural retreats in the South of England to which the couple regularly repaired in the summer 
months to get on with writing). Weimar and its associations with Goethe and Schiller suggest 
that what might appear to the newly arrived traveller as the most dull and lifeless village, the 
most ordinary provincial town, can be full of lively material, of sufficient human life, for the 
writer with eyes to see and imagination to create. Weimar, I suggest, may have helped George 
Eliot see the potential of the towns and villages she knew from childhood, including this very 
town of Nuneaton itself. If Weimar could offer enough for the writer of Faust and Wilhelm 
Meister, what might not Nuneaton offer to the aspiring novelist in the middle of the nineteenth 
century? Just as Weimar directly inspired Thackeray's Pumpernickel, it may have indirectly 
assisted at the birth of Milby and Stockingford, and even Middlemarch, by the force of its 
example. When George Eliot chooses the subject of her first story, it is significant that she 
selects something as apparently as dull at fIrst sight as Weimar, the Reverend Amos Barton, 'a 
man whose virtues were not heroic, and who had no undetected crime within his breast; who 
had not the slightest mystery hanging about him, but was palpably and unmistakably 
commonplace: The ordinary life, the commonplace inhabitant of a small provincial town, can 
be the fruitful subject of a great writer's attention. 
In her' Recollections of Weimar' we can see something of the future novelist in her sharp-eyed 
observation and deft delineation of the couple's landlady, Frau Miinderloh, 'a tall fat woman, 
with a rudimentary nose and mouth looking like accidental inequalities on a large hemisphere 
of fat. [ ... ] This face was puckered into an unvarying smile while she was talking, and her talk 
was as monotonous as the sound of a Jew's harp' (Journals, 221). This anticipates the caustic 
characterization of certain of the inhabitants of Milby in Scenes of Clerical Life, such as the 
Reverend Archibald Duke in 'Amos Barton', 'a very small man with a sallow and somewhat 
puffy face, whose hair is brushed straight up, evidently with the intention of giving him a 
height less disproportionate to his sense of his own importance than the measure of fIve feet 
three accorded him by an oversight of nature' (6, 51). But the description ofthe people she met 
in Weimar can be warm as well as withering. The circle of her close acquaintances included, 
for instance, the French ambassador, the Marquis de Ferriere, whom she dubs 'a very 
favourable specimen of a Frenchman, but intensely French'. That 'but' might suggest some 
stereotypically English reservations about intense Frenchness, but, as she goes on with her 
description, the Marquis appears in a wholly positive light: 'His genial face and perfect good 
humour gave one the same sort of bien-etre as a well-stuffed arm-chair and a warm hearthrug' 
(Journals, 238-9). The Frenchman's presence creates a sense of ease and comfort that can best 
be described by analogy with precisely the kind of furnishings that German interiors usually 
failed to afford. The arm-chair and the hearthrug bring him into the orbit of English comfort 
and suggest an affinity with the very English fIgure of Mr Cadwallader in Middlemarch, who, 
although 'very plain and rough in his exterior', had 'that solid imperturbable ease and good-
humour which is infectious, and like great grassy hills in the sunshine, quiets even an irritated 
egoism'.' In each case a shaft of illumination is created by a striking simile drawn from the 
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common experience of ordinary provincial life, and it is clear that we can see the powers of the 
future novelist already at work in her 'Recollections of Weimar'. 
The writing she did do in Weimar was not, of course, fiction: that lay two years in the future. 
And it was not even concerned with Germany, for the 'Recollections of Weimar' were written 
in November after they had moved on to Berlin. Interestingly, during her first weeks in 
Germany at Weimar she was writing about another country altogether, France, in the review 
essay commissioned by John Chapman for the Westminster Review on Victor Cousin's 
Madame de Sable: etudes sur les femmes illustres et la societe du XVIle siecle. This is the essay 
entitled 'Woman in France: Madame de Sable', written between 5 August and 8 September 
1854 and published in the October issue of the Westminster Review. Madame de Sable was one 
of a company of illustrious women at the Court of France in the seventeenth century, of whom 
Madame de Sevigne is the most famous. Sophisticated, literary, highly refined, even to the 
point of being precious (Moliere mocked them for taking the notions of good taste and 
refinement too far in Les Precieuses ridicules), these women played a central part in the 
cultural and social life of aristocratic France. Nothing, it seems, could be further from the little 
provincial town of Weimar and its bovine pipe-smoking peasants than the glittering Courts of 
Louis XIII and Louis XIV in which they shone. 
What particularly interests George Eliot about that Court life is the way in which men and 
women met on equal terms as writers and intellectuals, and in celebrating the central role of 
women in French literary culture, as opposed to other European cultures, she singles out their 
effect upon the very language of literature: 'in France alone the mind of woman has passed like 
an electric current through the language, making crisp and definite what is elsewhere heavy and 
blurred'.' That image of electricity occurs at other points in her writing in connection with 
France: in her letter to John Sibree about the 1848 Revolution - 'in France the mind of the 
people is highly electrified' (Letters, I, 223), for example, and in expressing her admiration for 
Rousseau: 'Rousseau's genius has sent that electric thrill through my intellectual and moral 
frame which has wakened me to fresh perceptions' (Letters, I, 277). And it suggests that France 
is almost the opposite pole to 'old Germany' and its dull places like Weimar. In that quotation 
from 'Woman in France' the antithetical 'elsewhere', where 'things are heavy and blurred', is 
not further defined and it does not explicitly involve any comparison of cultures, but the terms 
'heavy and blurred' recall the 'usual heaviness of Germanity' that she finds in Weimar, and 
might also remind us of the 'cumbrousness' of the German language that she refers to in 
another essay, a language which 'lends itself to the formation of involved sentences, like coiled 
serpents, showing neither head nor tail' (Essays, 390). When a German book, Lessing's 
Laokoon, wins her praise for being the opposite of heavy and blurred, it is declared to be 'the 
most un-German of all German books that I have ever read', because the 'style is strong and 
clear, the thoughts acute and pregnant' (Journals 34-5). Similarly, when she reaches for a 
comparison to define Heine's famously unheavy prose style, she describes him as 'a master of 
a German prose as light and subtle and needle-pointed as Voltaire's French'" The opposite of 
German heaviness is a lightness more readily associated with the French. 
That this view of Germany borders on questionable commonplace and caricature is 
acknowledged in her later article 'A Word for the Germans' in the Pall Mall Gazette of 1865, 
where she challenges the stereotyping of Germans as 'cloudy metaphysicians' (Essays, 388), 
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but the distinctive and contrasting properties of French and Gennan culture, hinted at in what 
she is writing in and about Weimar, remain a feature of her mental world and leave their traces 
in the writing in the fonn of a dialectical pattern of opposites that shift and change in value. 
Thus when she analyses the distinction between wit and humour in her long essay on Heinrich 
Heine, she illustrates the difference by fmding them exemplified in extreme fonn in the typical 
Frenchman and the typical Gennan; sharp French wit as opposed to ponderously facetious 
Gennan humour, 'as laborious and interminable as a Lapland day' (Essays, 220-1). The Heine 
essay is particularly hard on the Gennans, presenting the typical Gennan as the epitome of 
dullness and heaviness, of boorishness and boredom, but then she has to concede that Gennany 
'has produced the grandest inventions, has made magnificent contributions to science, has 
given us some of the divinest poetry, and quite the divinest music in the world' (Essays, 222-
3). Gennany may be dull and socially backward, lacking in taste and refinement, but it is still 
the land of 'Dichter und Denker' , of poets and thinkers, not to mention composers. In the end 
George Eliot seems to side more with dull Gennany than with electric France, both in this essay 
on Heine and more generally, and it is certainly the case that she never devotes as much 
attention to a French writer as she does to Heine and Goethe. 
In 'Woman in France' she reflects on why it is that 'we must turn to France for the highest 
examples of womanly achievement in almost every department' (Essays, 54). After some 
questionable reflections on the physiological characteristics of the Gallic race which she 
seriously believes to include a small brain and vivacious temperament, in contrast to the larger 
brain and slower temperament of the English and Gennans (an example of how even the finest 
intellects can be shackled by the ideology of the time), she makes a far more cogent and 
revealing point: 
A secondary cause was probably the laxity of opiuion and practice with regard 
to the marriage-tie. Heaven forbid that we should enter on a defence of French 
morals, most of all in relation to marriage! But it is undeniable, that unions 
fonned in the maturity of thought and feeling, and grounded only on inherent 
fitness and mutual attraction, tended to bring women into more intelligent 
sympathy with men, and to heighten and complicate their share in the political 
drama. (Essays, 56) 
Safe behind the anonymity afforded to contributors to the Westminster Review, she is able here 
to broach a subject that was very close to home. On the one hand the passage disguises her own 
circumstances with her feigned horror of being thought to share French morals - the automatic 
reflex of the Victorian English in relation to French morality, and designed here, one assumes, 
to appeal to the prejudices of her readers and to disarm their objections to her argument. On the 
other hand she is implicitly making a claim for the good sense and the value of precisely the 
kind of relationship she was enjoying with Lewes, a union 'fonned in the maturity of thought 
and feeling and grounded only on inherent fitness and mutual attraction' . And it is in its attitude 
to the marriage-tie that Weimar society showed itself to be not so far removed from the 
dazzling world of the seventeenth-century French court. The circle of friends and 
acquaintances she and Lewes made in Weimar was connected with the little court, and 
markedly cosmopolitan and enlightened: the French ambassador, the Hungarian Liszt, the 
Russian Princess Caroline Sayn-Wittgenstein, the Gennan editor and scholar SchOll, and two 
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expatriate Britons, Wilson and Marshall. The lingua franca of this little circle seems to have 
been indeed French, and its laxity of opinion and practice with regard to the marriage-tie 
indistinguishable from French morality. The adulterous liaison between Liszt and the Princess 
Sayn-Wittgenstein was accepted without fuss and George Eliot's and Lewes's equally irregular 
union met with the same unworried acceptance. Here was a world where men and women 
could meet on equal terms, and the absence of the moral censoriousness to be found in England 
was one of the qualities of German life that she praised when leaving the country: 'the 
Germans, to counterbalance their want of taste and politeness, are at least free from the bigotry 
and exclusiveness of their more refined cousins' (Journals, 258). The cousins here are certainly 
the refined English rather than the refined French. 
Behind its provincial, rather dull fa~ade, then, Weimar accommodated a sophisticated stratum 
of society that was not so very different in some important respects from the aristocratic French 
society George Eliot was writing about in 'Woman in France'. But even the ordinary people of 
Weimar led a life that was attractively relaxed: 
It is pleasant to see how these good, bovine people ofWeimar enjoy life in their 
quiet fashion. Unlike our English people they take pleasure into their 
calculations and seem regularly to set aside part of their time to recreation. 
(Journals, 224) 
This capacity for enjoyable recreation presents a sharp contrast with the society George Eliot 
and Lewes had temporarily left behind them - a contrast that is pointed up by Dickens's 
scathing description of a funereal English Sunday in the first instalment of Little Dorrit, 
published in the same year as 'Three Months in Weimar': 
It was a Sunday evening in London, gloomy, close and stale. [ ... ] Everything 
was bolted and barred that could by possibility furnish relief to an overworked 
people. No pictures, no unfamiliar animals, no rare plants, no natural or 
artificial wonders of the ancient world [ ... ]. Nothing to see but streets, streets, 
streets. Nothing to breathe but streets, streets, streets. Nothing to change the 
brooding mind, or raise it up. Nothing for the spent toiler to do, but to compare 
the monotony of his seventh day with the monotony of his six days [ ... ]. IO 
Quiet, dull provincialness with its closeness to the natural world thus had its positive side and 
presented a refreshing change from the more pressured London existence that she and Lewes 
were used to. In contrast to London's endless streets, it was the countryside and the parks in 
and around the town that played an important part in Weimar's capacity to refresh. As she puts 
it in her journal in a passage that appears verbatim in 'Three Months in Weimar': 
To anyone who loves Nature in her gentler aspects, who delights in the 
chequered shade on a summer morning and in a walk on the corn-clad upland 
at sunset, I say, Come to Weimar. And if you are weary of English unrest, of 
that society of "Eels in a jar" where each is trying to get his head above the 
other, the somewhat stupid bien-etre of the Weimarians will not be an 
unwelcome contrast, for a short time, at least. (Journals, 219; Essays, 84) 
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Gennany may have been backward and 'old', standing still to one side of the busy thoroughfare 
of modern mid-nineteenth-century life, but it could provide welcome relief from the modern 
metropolitan world of materialism and competitive individualism that George Eliot and Lewes 
had temporarily left behind in London. We can see here the critical insight and social awareness 
that she is going to display in her fiction, and the experience of a different culture in Weimar 
can be seen to have sharpened her understanding of her ownY 
The ordinariness ofWeimar extended even to its most extraordinary fonner inhabitant, Goethe. 
When she was privileged to be shown round his house, not generally open to the public in those 
days, what struck her about his study and bedroom was their simplicity. This moved her deeply 
and prompted another comparison with Britain: 
[ ... ] to look through the mist of rising tears at the dull study with the two small 
windows, and without a single object chosen for the sake of luxury or beauty; 
at the dark little bedroom with the bed on which he died, and the arm-chair 
where he took his morning coffee as he read; at the library with its common 
deal shelves, and books containing his own paper marks. In the presence of this 
hardy simplicity, the contrast suggests itself of the study of Abbotsford, with its 
elegant gothic fittings, its delicious easy chair, and its oratory of painted glass. 
(Essays, 92-3) 
Despite her affection for Scott's fiction, he emerges from this comparison of his study with 
Goethe's in a somewhat unflattering light. Abbotsford, the house he had built in the Scottish 
Borders, may be elegant and comfortable, but, when juxtaposed to the 'dull' ordinariness of 
Goethe's living quarters, it has an appearance of the pretentious and materialistic, suggesting a 
man pleased to show off his worldly success. Dullness can thus also constitute a kind of 
integrity. Interestingly, this comparison with Scott appears in the published article 'Three 
Months in Weimar' but not in the journal, indicating that the cultural contrast was one she 
particularly wished her British readers to reflect upon. Foreignness can sometimes provide 
salutary illumination, and in this instance travel could serve to enlarge more than just the 
general life of the traveller. 
What is excluded from the article, on account of the insight it offers into George Eliot's 
intimate life, but is included in the journal is the celebrated apostrophe to the Duke's park: 
Dear Park ofWeimar! In 1854, two loving, happy human beings spent many a 
delicious hour in wandering under your shade and in your sunshine, and to one 
of them at least you will be a "joy for ever" through all the sorrows that are to 
come. (Journals, 220) 
The journal records in detail the walks the couple took and the delight they shared in the parks 
and surroundings of Weimar; but although the parks are still there, George Eliot's writing 
conjures up a world that has really gone, for the sorrows that were to come turned out to be 
more then personal ones. The innocent Weimar that she knew has been overtaken by history, 
which has scrawled its graffiti over Thackeray's dear little Saxon city and George Eliot's dear 
park. The town gave its name to the short-lived Weimar Republic that was submerged by the 
rise of National Socialism, while later it was subjected to another fonn of oppressive socialism 
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under the German Democratic Republic. Saddest of all, when one reads the account of the 
couple's walk to the Ettersburg on a sunlit August day, and how they picnicked happily in the 
beechwoods and read Keats to each other aloud (Journals, 227-8), it is painful to reflect that 
those same sunlit woods were to become the site of Buchenwald concentration camp some 
eighty years later. 
But what Weimar represented then and how it was to be significant in George Eliot's creative 
life may perhaps be suggested by one detail of one of the Duke's parks, the one surrounding 
his summer residence of Belvedere, whose grounds were laid out with 'a taste worthy of a first-
rate landscape gardener' (Journals, 224): 
At one spot where there was a semi-circular seat placed against an artificial 
rock, there were 3 large globes of glass of different colours placed at the back 
of the seat and a fourth on a pillar in front of it. It is wonderful to see how 
beautifully the scenery round is painted in these globes. Each is like a pre-
Raphaelite picture with every little detail of gravelly walk, mossy banks and 
delicate-leaved interlacing boughs in perfect miniature. (Journals, 224) 
The glass globe is a suggestive image, conveying something of the miniature version of life 
that Weimar itself represented and, at the same time, the completeness of the kind of fiction 
that it would help to inspire. The 'dull' place, the provincial town, can be transformed by the 
creative imagination into a complete, detailed and colourful fictional world. Weimar can 
become Middlemarch. 
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